PATCHWORK                                        "A"
I found R------ all surrounded by runners and
telegraph peons, with his revolvers much in
evidence. He told me, amongst other things, and
between bouts of extreme nervous irritability with
his clerks, that two of my professors here have a bad
name in the police books, and that he would send up
half a dozen pots of his perfectly lovely chrysanthe-
mums for Mary. I don't suppose that he'll re-
member.
Young G------, who is living with him, very much
on the "camp bed" (why is R------so graceless; for
he is a fine man, really?) took me off to have tea in
the drawing-room and gave me tea. Mrs. R------
was lying down after her journey from Agra.
Then young G------came with me, for a change of
air, to the bank where I had to cash the other much
smaller cheque on "C" account, for to-morrow is
pay-day.
The bank was closed or closing, but G------P------,
the manager, took us into his bungalow and gave us
whisky, and somebody presently appeared with the
cash, sixteen hundred rupees odd, which I put into a
bag, while G------P------began to talk about the
movement of bullion.   It struck me as intensely
funny at the time that I with my hundred pounds in
dirty notes and with filthy "tonga" waiting at the
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